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Pandora's  Knob 


I  dream  of  a  door  in  reality's  wall, 
Through  which  I  could  bravely  stride, 
And  all  truth,  all  reason,  knowledge,  all, 
Could  be  found  in  the  room  inside. 

I  see  this  door  in  my  own  life's  wall, 
And  it  beckons  me  to  grasp 
Its  cold  knob,  and,  risking  all, 
Disengage  its  golden  hasp. 

Enter  my  room,  a  chilled  voice  cries, 
And  ye  shall  find  all  truth  inside. 
If  you  have  tired  of  your  earthly  lies, 
Open  this  door,  and  your  mind,  wide. 

Tossing,  turning  —  Shall  I  look  and  see? 
Shall  I  with  trembling  limb 
Open  this  door,  and,  suddenly  free, 
View  the  secret  of  life,  so  bright  or  dim? 

Am  I  the  one?  Do  I  dare 

Seek  the  truth  of  the  lives  of  men? 

Will  I  then  breath  some  sweet  golden  air, 

Or  will  I  find,  forever,  the  devil's  den? 

Filled  with  fear  and  dread, 
Yet  hardened  with  disgust 
For  the  mundane  life  I  have  led, 
I  grab  the  knob;  I  grab,  I  must. 


Moved  by  my  touch,  the  voice  cries  out, 
And  demands  that  I  do  more. 
I  must  not  stop,  I  must  not  doubt, 
But  slowly,  firmly,  open  the  door. 

With  a  shudder,  I  release  the  knob. 
I  cannot  open  it,  for  I  fear 
That  what  I  find  behind  the  knob, 
May  prove  worse  than  my  life  here. 

Behind  that  door  may  be  Eden's  room, 
But,  though  it  cry  and  call, 
I  will  not  heed;  I  see  my  doom 
If  I  open,  and  see  nothing  at  all. 


Philip  W.  Holmes 


Haiku 


Clouds  of  misty  grey 
Rising  from  the  desert  land, 
Sunrise  lies  within. 


Karen  Lahteine 


Karen  Morlock 


At  the  Dakota 


Looking  down  on  an  early  day, 

down  at  an  ancient  heart  of  the  city, 

the  medieval  architecture 

of  a  certain  hotel; 

an  impish  woman  and  a  happy  man 

have  journeyed  into  the  winter-chilled  breeze. 

A  crimson  light  from  the  gothic  building's 

living  room, 

a  cyclop's  blood  shot  eye 

witnesses  the  scene  — 

a  spotlit  tint  of  an  omen; 

there's  a  call  of  destiny 

upon  the  scene  — 

a  turning  head, 

dead  fate  staring, 

five  thunder  claps  shout  out, 

seven  steps  to  the  Gate, 

she  screams  from  the  street  — 

an  early  day,  gone  late, 
(a  crowd  gathers) 
blind  glasses,  emptily  reflecting 
on  the  wet  pavement. 

a  paralyzed  world, 

a  few  seconds, 

magnified  greatly, 

a  numbing  of  thought  .  .  . 


flowered  wreaths  and  musical  praise 

reap  the  atmosphere, 

leave  people  dazed. 

Mourning  doves  climb  stairways 

of  the  New  York  skyline, 

leaving  more  plucked  feathers  — 

falling  like  Icarus, 

falling  far  behind. 
A  number  nine  prophecy  now  realized. 


by  Ronald  L.  Mahony 


Alan  Holmes 


What  Age? 

"Act  your  age,  my  dear." 
My  neighbor  wags  her  finger, 
I  gladly  comply, 
As  my  bicycle  and  I 
Pop  a  glorious  wheelie. 


Hedy  O'Hara 
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Pen  Julium  (or  Penjulium) 


Six  minutes  in  six  hours 

Constant  tick  and  then  tock 

from  whence  comes  these  magical  powers? 

are  they  really  governed  by  the  clock? 

Or  are  they  a  product  in  disguise 
lurking  .  .  .  waiting  beyond  each  door 
of  what  is  always  before  our  eyes — 
teasing — so  we'll  ask  for  more. 

Think  much  more,  grows  thicker  in  the  haze 
between  sight  and  clock's  bent  hands 
answers  are  there — but  be  their  delays 
which  one  of  us  understands? 

Is  it  the  tock  —  or  maybe  the  tick 
holding  solutions  needed  for  rhyme? 
And  these  things  we  perceive  just  a  trick, 
or  will  they  be  proven  in  time? 

With  this  in  mind,  one  more  question  I  pose 
to  you  —  look  the  clock  in  the  face 
will  your  and  my  thoughts  stand  the  test  of  time 
—  found  bound  in  one  instant  of  space? 


If  so  let  the  pendulum  swing  where  it  will 
and  stop  —  if  ever  it  may 
until  that  moment  when  time  stands  still  .  .  . 
may  I  be  with  you  on  that  day? 

So  you  say  you  like  my  rhyme  —  in  a  word 
comprehend,  just  the  same,  what  you  see, 
enjoy  the  ridiculous,  sublime,  .  .  .  the  absurd, 
and  Julie  you'll  grow 

to  know 

me. 

anonymous 


Social  Heritage 

Why  be  an  out-cast  when  you  can  cast  out  a  line 
and  catch  the  world  which  isn't  in  a  hum-drum 
state,  but  vibrating  with  life  to  the  wild  drum-hum 
of  a  lost  beatnik  who  stands  up  time  to  bring  us  a 
little  bit  of  our  past  which  is,  after  all,  a  part  of  that 
upstanding  citizen  that  we  are  as  we  chose  an  up 
beat  method  to  beat  up  our  soles  and  grind 
ourselves  up  against  course  grey  sidewalks,  burning 
out  under  cold  street  lamps,  and  —  finding  our 
dreams  out  of  reach  —  we  reach  out  and  cling  to 
one  another  only  to  find  clothes  falling  to  the 
ground  to  reveal  another  outfit  as  they  cling  to 
someone  else,  leaving  us  with  tattered  rags  of 
memories  that  we  try  to  sew  with  silver  thread  and 
bind  in  that  proveobial  foresight  so  that  next  time 
we  might  be  the  one  to  play  the  chamelion;  and,  in 
that  way  —  putting  ourselves  in  our  own  little  cage 
and  blaming  it  all  on  some  unknown  predessor  who 
started  to  miss  beats  long  before  the  first  drum-hum 
beat  off  the  advances  of  loneliness  in  a  society  that 
echos  with  the  off  beat  thundering  of  lonely  and 
confused  hearts. 


Laura  C.  Opie 
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Karen  Morlock 


■ 
■    - 


Relativity 

The  light  from  Betelgeuse 
Reaches  us  tonight  light  years 
From  whence  it  sprang. 
It  leaps  within  a  second 
Six  times  the  circuit  of  the  earth 
And  travels  wavering 
From  pit  to  pit  of  gravity, 
Until  it  strikes  the  upturned  eye. 

And  we  stand  still  upon  this  whirling  ball, 

All  unconscious  of  our  own  rush  through  space. 

So  you  stood  within  the  door, 

When  I  took  my  leave.  You  were 

Vindicated  in  my  shame.  — 

If  I  would  leave, 

Then  I  must  leave  behind 

All  that  we  made. 

You  stood  and  I  strode  off, 

Stepped  out  with  care 

Upon  the  broken  paving  stones. 

Once,  twice  I  looked  back. 

Still  you  stood.  —  You  would  stay. 

I  must  go  away. 


But  the  earth  flowed  past. 

I  walked,  yet  remained 

Always  where  I  was  —  inside  myself. 

You  grew  smaller  and  more  distant, 

'till  at  last  even  light 

Could  not  bring  you  back  to  me 

Any  more,  and  the  door 

And  the  house  moved  from  my  sight. 


George  Hoar 


10 


Life  is  a  Trip 

Life  should  be  a  daily  celebration, 

So  why  do  we  mourn  it  so? 

Life  is  a  trip  we're  going  on  together, 

So  why  do  we  pass  each  other  by? 

Life  is  what  we  choose  to  do  while  waiting 

for  death  to  snatch  us  away. 
So  why  can't  we  journey  with  joy,  with  love, 

with  hope  and  help? 
Life  is  opening  ourselves  up  to  the  experience 

of  being  and  being  together  — 
So  let's  get  on  with  it,  tomorrow  is  not  guaranteed! 


Karen  Lahteine 
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Passing  Long  a  Fuddle  Path 

Passing  long  a  pudle  path,  Foggiest  of  nights 
A  wooded  wharf  of  fishing  boats  hugs  her 

smoldering  lights 
Whee  upon  rhymes  of  ocean  breath 

caressing  curls  of  thickened  air 
Receeds  my  view  to  emptyness 

cascading  mist  falls  everywhere 
The  destiny  of  wave  dancing  Portside  the  fair 

CHRIS-ANNE 
Embellishing  serenity,  Yes  now  again  I  understand 
I'm  passing  long  a  puddle  path,  my  steps  are 

leaving  here 
With  thought  I've  needed  .  .  .  Now  enseeded, 

I  part  through  thickened  air 


John  K.  Allen 
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Ted  Sm\kal 
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The  Feeling  of  Time 

Sometimes  I  feel  my  mother  growing  old  .  .  . 

And  I, 

just  approaching  the  age  that  is 

THE  generation, 

the  age  of  sexuality, 

of  working, 

of  earning  ones  play, 

the  age  that  catches  men's  eyes  — 

they  will  call  me  an  adult. 

This  is  what  she  is  losing, 
what  she  is  leaving, 
not  yet,  but  soon  .  .  . 

And  she, 

liberated  much  later  than  I, 
will  hang  onto  all  that  she  can  as  she 
watches  me  fulfil  some  of  her  dreams, 
and  walk  past  others  without  even  noticing. 

She  will  watch, 

not  in  envy,  not  in  pride, 
but  with  a  vague  realization  which  she  has 
come  to  know  ever  more  intimately  since  she 
first  felt  her  mother  growing  old. 


Laura  Opie 


14 


Alan  Holmes 
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Reality 


somewhere 

it  dawned  on  me 
that  i  was  here 

and  was  the  only  one 
who  could  decide 
what  i  would  do 
until  i  was  not 


adr 
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Body  Control 


Billy  had  always  dreamed  of  what  it  would  be  like  to  visit 
grandpa  again.  The  last  time  that  he  saw  him,  he  was  about 
eight  years  old.  Growing  up  in  the  city  was  very  difficult  for 
him  to  adapt  to.  And,  he  knew  that  one  more  visit  to  gran- 
pa's  would  be  the  fulfillment  of  his  lifetime.  He  thought  and 
pondered  the  feeling.  Then,  one  night,  it  finally  happened. 

The  sun  was  dipping  fluorescently  in  the  west  when  the 
bus  finally  arrived  in  front  of  the  dainty  little  country  store 
in  the  village.  On  his  arrival,  there  was  no  one  to  greet  him, 
only  two  lorries  parked  a  little  ways  down  the  street  and  a 
man  riding  on  a  cart  drawn  by  a  mule  moving  steadfastly 
along  the  dusty  street.  Billy  was  given  directions  by  his  mum 
as  to  how  to  find  grandpa's.  His  hut  was  three  miles  due  east 
of  Dash  Valley.  The  boy  proceeded  knowingly  through  the 
bare  roads,  hills  and  dense  valleys.  Upon  ascending  one  hill, 
Billy  became  aware  of  the  large  statue  of  the  lion,  which  he 
had  seen  once  before,  sitting  on  the  eastern  slope  of  the  hill. 
There  was  an  inscription  on  the  statue  which  said  "Gun 
Hill".  He  could  look  down  on  the  entire  town  from  Gun 
Hill.  The  town  looked  like  a  novel  painting,  showing  a  few 
scattered  buildings  with  a  background  of  the  brilliant  orange- 
red  rays  of  the  sun. 

Billy  continued,  steadfastly  approaching  a  large  open  field. 
Billy  noticed  that  it  was  bare  except  for  a  small  area,  where 
some  small  green  plants  were  ominously  growing.  There  was 
a  mildewed  small  shack,  which  stood  in  the  middle  of  the 
field.  Contemplating  the  surroundings,  Billy  ventured  for- 
ward. Upon  reaching  the  shack,  Billy  found  the  door  open 
and  a  twinkle  of  light  coming  from  within.  Assuringly,  he 
stepped  into  the  door. 

"Granpa?"  he  murmurred  in  a  low  voice.  There  was  no 
reply,  but  he  noticed  a  lean  figure  resting  in  the  rocking 
chair  beside  the  window.  Billy  noticed  a  little  movement  in 
the  chair. 

And  he  said,  "Granpa,  it's  me,  Billy."  "Come  in  boy,"  said 
a  raggedy  voice. 


There  was  nothing  said  after  that.  Billy  knew  what  was  ex- 
pected of  him.  He  loved  grandpa,  even  though  grandpa  did 
not  show  any  love  for  him.  Billy  found  a  cozy  place  in  a  cor- 
ner, where  he  placed  the  old  blankets  and  the  dull  white 
flour  bag  which  he  was  given  for  a  sheet. 

The  next  morning  he  was  awakened  bright  and  early. 

"Sonny  boy!  Sonny  Boy!  You  bets  get  up  now.  Ya  aughta 
start  early  in  thee  morning  and  get  rest  when  the  sun  get  hot 
and  sticky,"  granpa  told  him. 

Granpa  explained  the  importance  of  transplanting  the 
tobacco  plants  before  the  rains  came.  "Thee  fork  and  hoe  is 
in  that  there  old  shed,"  the  old  man  whimpered,  pointing  to 
the  leaning  box-like  object. 

Immediately,  Billy  began  his  duties  without  hesitation.  As 
the  hours  passed,  the  sun  became  unbearably  hot  and  brutal. 
Billy  was  covered  brow  and  body  with  tears  of  perspiration. 
But,  he  knew  the  job  had  to  be  done. 

He  remembered  granpa  said,  "Thee  plants  must  be  suckled 
and  rooted  b'fore  them  rains  come."  Billy  tried  his  best  to 
please  granpa.  Even  though  it  meant  working  sunup  to  sun- 
down and  sometimes  beyond.  There  was  never  a  moment  for 
visiting  the  statue  on  the  hillside,  and  to  view  some  other  in- 
teresting sites  that  he  saw  along  the  countryside. 

To  Billy,  granpa  seemed  to  be  aging  faster  than  normal. 
Sometimes,  they  both  sat  in  the  room  silently.  In  the  room, 
lit  by  an  old  oil  lamp,  Billy  tried  to  discern  the  shaggy  old 
structure  of  the  man.  Nature  took  a  turn  on  him  during  the 
last  tobacco  crop.  And  now,  he  only  served  as  the 
knowledgeable  advisor  to  the  young  boy. 

Sometimes,  when  totally  drenched  with  fatigue,  Billy  would 
drop  to  the  ground  and  lie  in  the  dirt  from  exhaustion.  In 
hope  of  accomplishing  the  almost  impossible,  Billy  wished 
that  the  time  would  slow  down.  But  he  knew  that  would 
never  happen.  Never,  ever!  Billy  knew  he  had  to  finish 
before  the  monsoon  rains. 

continued  .  .  . 
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Granpa  rarely  said  anything.  Sometimes,  when  Billy  was 
finished  for  the  day  they  would  carry  on  for  awhile. 

"How's  thee  plantin'  comin'  'long,  boy?"  his  granpa  mur- 
mured. 

"Good,  gramps,  mighty  good,"  Billy  said.  But  deep  inside 
Billy  knew  that  time  was  working  against  him. 

"Member,  boy,  only  three  more  weeks  b'fore  thee  rains," 
the  old  man  reminded  in  his  drowning  voice. 

"I  know  that,  gramps.  And  I  try  my  best  to  keep  up.  I 
know  I  can  do  it!  I  know  I  can  do  it!"  Billy  exclaimed  in  an 
effort  to  convince  his  granpa. 

"I  sure  you  can,  boy.  Sure  you  can,"  murmured  the  old 
man. 

Then  they  both  remained  silent.  And,  Billy  went  to  his 
side  of  the  room. 

Two  weeks  passed;  the  days  and  the  atmosphere  were 
noticibly  changing.  Billy  had  only  completed  half  his  mis- 
sion. In  order  to  counteract  time,  Billy  had  to  work  harder 
and  longer  hours.  During  the  final  days,  Billy  entered  slug- 
gishly into  the  shack,  and  headed  straight  for  the  most  com- 
forting side  of  the  room.  When  asked  the  same  routine  ques- 
tions by  granpa,  Billy  responded  in  the  midst  o(  sleep. 

"I  know  I  can  do  it,  gramps;  I  know  I  can  do  it,"  were 
words  muttered  several  times  over  and  over  in  his  sleep. 

For  the  past  two  days  the  sun  had  been  invaded  by  the 
clouds.  Billy  toiled  and  labored,  as  if  he  would  be  whipped 
and  beaten  by  some  imaginary  task  master  for  his  inability  to 
work  efficiently. 

"One  more  day,  boy,"  granpa  murmured  to  him  before  he 
went  out  into  the  morning.  "One  more  day  'n  the  suckles 
has  'lil'  chance  o'  survivin'." 

Desperately,  Billy  dreamed  on,  working  deeply  into  the 
darkness  of  the  night.  And,  on  the  final  day  the  sun  was 
totally  demolished  and  conquered  by  the  black  monsoon 
clouds.  Billy  knew  he  would  be  finished  by  that  afternoon, 
with  a  little  cooperation  from  Mother  Nature.  The  at- 
mosphere became  more  and  more  intense,  and  was  about  to 
burst  out  with  laughter  at  any  unpredictable  moment. 
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Midday  came,  during  which  Billy  was  about  to  transplant 
the  last  row  of  suckles.  Billy  knew  that  he  could  do  it.  Now, 
if  only  his  strength  would  keep  up  a  little  while  longer.  And, 
by  early  afternoon  he  was  finished.  He  did  it!  He  accomplish- 
ed what  was  the  impossible.  Wearily  he  fell  to  the  ground 
pounding  it  with  laughter. 

"Ha!  Ha!  Ha!  I  did  it!"  he  shouted  over  and  over  again. 

Defying  nature  for  her  lack  of  self-admonition,  Billy  rolled 
in  the  dirt  excitedly  taunting  nature  for  her  incompetence. 
Then,  lying  there,  he  became  serene  and  quiet.  He  found  a 
very  comforting  feeling  in  the  dirt,  and  was  eventually  over- 
come by  sleep. 

In  the  night,  there  was  a  rythmic  pounding  on  Billy's  face 
and  body.  He  raised  his  hands  and  felt  wetness,  then  he 
smelled  the  rank  odor  of  the  rain  blending  with  the  dry  soil. 
Suddenly  Billy  burst  out  with  laughter. 

"Granpa!  Granpa!  It's  here!  It's  raining!  Granpa!  Granpa!" 
he  shouted  repeatedly.  "Gran..." 

Upon  uttering  the  name  there  was  a  solemn  silence.  The 
illusion  momentarily  became  apparent  by  the  sound  of  an 
awakening  voice. 

"Billy!  Billy!  Are  you  up?  Hurry!  It's  getting  late!"  shouted 
his  mum. 

In  astonishment,  Billy  sat  on  the  bed,  with  the  realization 
of  the  dramatic  saga  that  caused  his  body  to  be  drenched. 
Curiously,  Billy  contemplated  the  large  spot  that  saturated 
the  white  cotton  sheet. 


Andrew  Johnson 


Pasty  Present,  Future 

Hands  reach  back  into  time 

pulling  out  assorted 

stories 

of  lovers  and  friends 

heros  and  villains 

a  novel,  an  essay,  a  four 

letter  word 

I  slip  in, 

becoming  a  ]  or  a  K 

and  awake 

sitting  on  page  forty  one. 


Kathy  McMurray 
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Dead  Sticks 

(for  Grace  Rogers) 

The  branch  lay  there  on  the  gelid  ground, 
Broken  by  some  freak  nor'easter's  hands, 
Twisted  off  its  mother  trunk,  hurled  down 
Upon  the  frozen  mulch.  A  dead  stick,  perhaps — and 

Yet?  A  hopeless  case,  I  thought.  But  look 
At  the  burning  yellow  forsythia  on  the  table. 
They  were  dead  sticks  when  cut;  but  then  they  shook 
Off  armor,  grew  little  suns —  incredible! 

I  split  the  stems  and  from  them  made  a  bouquet — 
Oh,  because  it  was  March,  and  winter  had  been 
too  long- 
Though  I  doubted  much;  whoever  heard  that  they 
Could  hurry  thus  their  scarlet  blooms  along? 

A  week  slid  past  while  I  dug  my  garden,  and  then 
The  azelea  flamed  bright.  It  was  Spring  in  my 
house  again. 


Admont  G.  Clark 
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Sam  Landsman 
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The  Lion's  Eye 

Oh  what  a  dreadful  way  to  die, 
Engulfed  within  the  lion's  eye. 
The  iv'ry  of  his  massive  jaw, 
Tells  you  that  it's  nature's  law; 
To  be  conceived  and  someday  die  — 
Engulfed  within  the  lion's  eye. 

His  dagger  claws—  deep  in  my  side  — 
The  anguish  and  the  pain  I  hide. 
I  cannot  let  him  know  he's  won; 
Before  my  fight  has  yet  begun. 
My  pride,  lone  pride,  my  manly  pride 
The  anguish  and  the  pain  I  hide. 

I'm  losing  touch  with  time  and  space; 
But  death  this  mem'ry  will  erase. 
The  lion  —  he  will  reign  supreme  — 
A  feast  I'll  be,  beside  the  stream. 
To  bid  farewell,  I  say  a  grace; 
But  death  this  mem'ry  will  erase. 


Pat  Weygandt 
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Alan  Holmes 
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Choice 

He  is  nearly  blind, 

And  ninety-five. 

Legs  weakened  by  a  stroke 

Hardly  bear 

To  walk  him  'round  the  block. 

He  did  not  say, 

When  last  we  met, 

That  he  expected 

We  would  ever  meet  again. 

But  he  smiled  at  my  coming. 

It's  strange.  Hemingway, 

Knowing  he  had  cancer, 

Blew  his  head  off. 

Gary  Cooper  with  the  same 

Took  the  bitter  road  with  friends  around. 

And  my  friend  takes  his  own. 

Each  one  of  us  it  seems 

Walks  his  own  way, 

Unless  accident  intervene. 

He  follows  a  path  as  well  defined 

As  his  fingerprints. 

The  death  of  anyone 
Whom  I  love 
Leaves  me  the  less. 
As  to  the  manner  of  it, 
Who  knows  it  best? 

George  Hoar 
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Of  Last  Things 

After  the  shooting  was  all  over, 
After  graying  flesh 
Was  hoisted  on  a  stretcher 
To  be  embalmed. 

After  the  black  horse 
Pranced  the  last  mile 
Behind  the  caisson,  after 
The  salute  was  fired  — 

More  guns! 

So  we  sat  down  and  we  wept. 
By  the  waters  of  the  Nile, 
Of  Potomac,  of  Babylon 
We  sat  down  and  we  mourned. 

We  will  never 

See  his  like  again,  nor  thrill 
To  the  Tightness  of  the  man. 
Not  one  thousand,  hundred  two 
Dispensibles  we  know  but 
The  one  we  could  not  do  without 
Was  taken. 

Yet  the  world 

Will  jog  along.  Many  men 

Will  know  what  has  been  lost,  but  only  some 

Will  remember  how  certainly  uncertain 

His  future  was,  even 

Without  the  hand  that  killed. 


George  Hoar 

In  memory  of  Anwar  el  Sadat  and  others 


Sam  Landsman 
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A  Misconception 

Sam  slowly  strolled  down  the  dirt  road  that  went 
beyond  the  south  end  of  the  barn.  He  was  contem- 
plating about  what  he  would  have  for  his  lunch, 
while  simultaneously  peering  in  the  woods  to  his 
right  in  an  effort  to  see  through  the  mossy  trees. 
Beyond  these  trees  was  a  field  where  he  was  hoping 
he  might  see  Catherine. 

Sam  had  not  seen  Catherine  for  over  a  week  now, 
and  he  missed  the  sight  of  her  beautiful  black  hair 
and  sleek  green  eyes.  As  he  made  it  through  the 
darkness  of  the  woods  and  into  the  sunny  wide 
open  field,  Sam  was  reminded  by  the  constant 
noises  coming  from  his  stomach  that  he  had  not 
eaten  anything  in  quite  a  long  time.  He  hoped  that 
if  he  ran  into  Catherine,  they  might  be  able  to 
share  some  food  she  might  have  acquired.  Sam 
wandered  through  the  tall  grass  of  the  field  looking 
about  for  Catherine,  but  alas,  she  was  nowhere  to 
be  seen.  This  disappointed  Sam  somewhat,  but  in- 
stead of  grieving  over  it,  he  let  himself  concentrate 
on  the  problem  at  hand:  his  empty  stomach.  Just  as 
he  was  thinking  this  thought,  he  spied  Juliette  about 
twenty  yards  to  his  left,  dozing  in  the  warm 
sunlight. 

Ah  yes!  Sweet  Juliette.  She  was  known  to  spend  a 
lot  of  her  time  in  the  barn  back  by  the  road.  Sam 
had  not  seen  her  in  awhile,  but  every  time  he  did, 
he  pursued  her  endlessly.  Seeing  her  now  made  him 
slide  his  tongue  across  his  lips.  To  Sam,  Juliette  was 


a  cute,  petite  female  that  could  easily  become  a  con- 
quest, or  so  he  hoped.  Just  as  he  was  about  to 
approach  Juliette,  Sam  heard  a  loud  hissing  noise 
from  behind.  He  turned  quickly  to  see  Catherine 
standing  behind  him.  Her  green  eyes  were  shooting 
daggers  in  Juliette's  direction.  Sam  abruptly  came  to 
the  decision  that  he  wanted  Juliette  for  his  very 
own,  and  he  would  not  let  Catherine  interfere.  No 
matter  what  he  had  felt  for  Catherine,  all  that  he 
wanted  now  was  Juliette. 

Catherine  observed  the  way  Sam  was  staring  at 
Juliette,  with  something  akin  to  lust  showing  in  his 
eyes.  She  slowly  crossed  the  twenty  yards  between 
them  and  confronted  Sam,  waited  for  a  sign  of 
recognition,  but  received  none.  Before  Sam  knew 
what  hit  him  he  felt  Catherine's  wrath  as  she  swiped 
him  across  the  face.  Before  he  could  stop  her, 
Catherine  pounced  on  top  of  Juliette  and  ripped 
apart  her  skin,  devouring  her  insides. 

Sam  stood  back  and  watched  all  this  with  anger 
building  up  inside.  He  felt  depleted.  Not  only  had 
he  had  his  first  quarrel  with  Catherine,  but  he  also 
lost  out  on  his  lunch.  As  Catherine  sat  purring  and 
licking  her  paws,  Sam  retreated  to  the  woods,  think- 
ing that  he  did  not  care  if  he  ever  saw  Catherine 
again.  She,  with  her  black  hair  and  green  eyes. 


Susanne  Huard 
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Laura  C.  Opie 
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I  Cant  Take  It 


Vacation  I  visit  home 

and  Ajax  commercials 

slam  into  my  head 

So  nice  to  see  you 

excuse  me,  click  click  click 

General  Hospital  prevails  .  .  . 

Stopping  into  the  subshop 

the  basketball  game 

captures  the  cook's  eyes 

while  my  order  goes 

unattended. 

Off  to  visit 

my  long  time  friend 

only  to  find  him 

glued  to  the  tube. 

Seeking  refuge  at  the  tavern 

Three's  Company's  fleshy  delights 

turns  my  stomach  to  bile. 

Back  to  the  house 

but  don't  speak  at  dinner 

the  news  is  on 

then  the  weather 

then  sports 

then  the  lottery  .  .  . 

Slam! 


Solitude  of  my  old  room 

but  the  television 

its  cold  electric  buzz 

arrives  through  the  floorboards 

I  want  to  puke. 

Once  I'd  enjoy  the  comforts 

of  televised  entertainment 

cartoons  'n'  the  Stooges,  et  al 

and  at  commercial  time 

I'd  run  to  the  refridge. 

But  now  I'm  older 

without  the  purchasing  power 

to  provide  a  T.V. 

and  I  find 

I  can't  take  it 

when  one  is  around. 


Deck  Robblee 
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Ted  Smvkal 


"True,  I  Talk  of  Dreams"* 

I  have  a  dream  in  which  I  comprehend, 

Fully, 

Everything. 

Every  riddle  of  my  life,  and  yours; 

Of  how  this  something  came  from  nothing; 

Of  what  was  before,  and  will  be  after; 

Is  answered. 

Fully. 

Everything. 

I  am  told  I  often  scream  in  my  sleep. 


*  Romeo  and  Juliet  Act  I  scene  IV 


Philip  W.  Holmes 
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On  Being  Lost 

A  slouched  form 
molds  to  the  curb  stone 
part  asphalt 

water  splashing  from  a  puddle 

renders  it 

undisturbed 

Past  depression,  self  pity 
desire 

film  glazed  eyes  stare 
into  the  vacuum 
of  a  forgotten  life 


Kathy  McMurray 
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Karen  Morlock 
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Laura  C.  Opie 
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Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies: 
Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 

Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes: 
Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 

But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 

Into  something  rich  and  strange. 

Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell: 

Ding-dong! 

Hark!  now  I  hear  them,  —  Ding-dong,  bell! 

—  Shakespeare 


